CHAPTER   14

HUNGARIAN  TRAGEDY

THREE horsemen rode slowly along the road past the house,
their horses' hooves stirring little puffs of dust* Three horsemen
out of a fairy-tale, with close-fitting red boleros and long, flowing
white sleeves, embroidered white skirts beneath which their tall
boots showed, green, white and red ribbons refund their broad-
brimmed hats, and plumes of puszta grass waving from them.

Three gallant mounted figures, moving with the peculiar grace
that a good seat on a horse gives a young man. Behind them came
farm wagons, bedecked with flowers and foliage, and sitting in
them the village girls, in tight red bodices and white embroi-
dered skirts with red aprons, and red diadem-like headdresses
framing their faces.

Behind them, again at a little distance, came the clowns,
macabre figures with black stockings pulled over their faces,
performing clown-like antics in the dusty road, and behind them
again, at a respectful distance, ^came all the little* village boys,
running after the clowns. Every now and again the clowns
turned round, pretended angrily to discover the little boys and
ran menacingly towards them, and then the whole cloud of little
boys, looking fearfully over their shoulders, turned round and
ran away, until the clowns gave up the chase and went after
the procession again, and then all the little boys turned again
and ran after the clowns.

Bringing up the rear, as if drawn by an invisible string of
curiosity, came platoons of geese, waddling, squawking, their
necks elongated, their beaks open.

I stood in the garden of Istvan's house with him, and watched
the pageant go by. This was the festival of the wine harvest,
and I had come by special invitation to see it. As I watched it
I envied Hungary the customs and costumes, the unspoiled village
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